BILBAO
were real Spanish Requetes and not merely honoraiy
members of that patriotic body. But it was difficult to
do so once the shouting and cheering had started* and
we also realised that collectively we had done much
for Nationalist Spain, and that that was the reason
that the Carlist Junta had honoured us by giving us
positions in their organisation. Major Lambarri merely
laughed when I mentioned it to him, and said: "Don't
boast; I was kissed by much prettier girls than you."
Captain Aguilera, I am afraid, was not quite so pleased.
His strict military mind and his personal political ten-
dencies made him view this involuntary association of
foreigners in what he looked upon as an occasion for inti-
mate Spanish patriotic rejoicing with rather a jaundiced
eye, and he was somewhat sarcastic and biting in his com-
ments. We all made allowances, however, for the strain
of the moment, and let his remarks pass without objec-
tion, and without making the facile retort that our very
presence in Bilbao, ahead of the advance guards of his
army, was a proof of the valuable services that the corps
of war correspondents were rendering every day to the
cause of Nationalist Spain.
Then we saw the battalions of the Basque army, which
had offered to surrender, march along the Gran Via.
They carried the white flag, and two of the battalions piled
their arms in the middle of the street at the foot of one of
the great electric light standards—rifles, machine-guns,
revolvers in a great heap. The other three battalions,
whose depot was on the right bank of the Nervion,
crossed the river and dumped their arms in front of the
town hall. The men looked in good shape, though rather
thin and pale. Their uniforms were clean, and their rifles
and weapons were in the best of order. I learnt, however,
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